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GEORGE III 


e eee a jeweller, and 
was born in the neighbourhood of Moorgate in Lon- 
don, on the 4th of Feb. 1693, in which neighbourhood 
fairest and most unblemished character. He was bred 
up in the principles of the Protestant Dissenters ; but 
let his religious tenets have been what they would, he 
would have been an honour to any sect he had adhered 
to. He was strongly attached to the Muses, yet seemed 
to have laid it down as a maxim, that the devotion paid 
to them ought always to tend to the promotion of vir- 
tue, morality, and religion. In pursuance of this aim, 
Mr. Lillo was happy in the choice of his subjects, and 
 Shewed great power of affecting the heart, by working 
up the passions to such a height, as to render the dis- 
tresses of common and domestic life as equally inte- 
resting to the audiences as that of kings and heroes, 
and the ruin brought on private families by an indul- 
gence of avarice, lust, &c. as the havock made in states 
and empires by ambition, cruelty or tyranny. 


His George Barwell, Fatal Curiazity, and #rdem of 


' Fewersham, are all planned on common and well-known 


stories; yet they have perhaps more frequently drawn 

tears from an audience, than the more pompous tra- 

gedles of Alexander the Great, All fox Love, &c. parti- 
" 


THY LIFF OF CEONRGE Tut o. 


| eularly the first of them, which, being founded on a 
well-known old ballad, many of the critics of that time, 
who went to the first representation of it, formed $0 
contemptible an idea of the piece in their expectations, 


& 


that they purchased the ballad, some thousands of 


which were used in one day on this account, in order 
to draw comparisons between that and the play. But 
the merit of the play soon got the better of this con- 
_ tempt, and presented them with scenes written so truly 
to the heart, that they were compelled to subscribe to 
their power, and drop their ballads to take up their 
8 | 


Kr, Lillo, as I before observed, has been happy in 


the choice of his subjects; his conduct in the manage 


ment of them is no less meritoricys, and his Pathos 
very great. If there is any fault to be objected to his 
writings, it is that sometimes he afſects an elevation of 


style somewhat above the simplicity of bis supject, and 


the supposed rank of his characters; but the custom 
of tragedy will stand in some degree of excuse for this, 
and a still better argument perhaps may be admitted 
in vindication, not only of our present author, but of 
other writers in the like predicament, which 1s, that 
even nature itself will justify this conduct, since we 
find even the most humble characters in real life, when 
under peculiar circumstances of distress, or actuated 


be elevated to an aptness of expression and power of 


dy the influence of any violent passions, will at times 
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Hon a>. ——— but 
even to the general language of conversation of per- 
sons of much higher rank in life, and of minds more 


perſectly cultivated. 


In the Prologue to Elnerich, which was not ated 
until after the author's death, it is said, that when he 
wrote that play he was deprezed by wart, and :flifted 
by disease; but in the former particular there appears 
to be evidently a mistake, as he died possessed of an 
estate ot 6al. per annum, besides other effects to a con- 
ziderable value. The late editor of his works (Mr. 
Davies), in two volumes, 12mo. 1773, relates the fol- 
lowing story of his author, which however we cannot 
think adapted to convey any favourable impression of 
the person of whom it is told : © Towards the latter 
« part of his life, Mr. Lillo, whether from judgement 
or humour, determined to put the sincerity of his 
friends, who professed a very high regard for him, 
to a trial. In order to carry on this design, he put 
in practice an odd kind of stratagem : he asked one 
© of his intimate acquaintance to lend him a consider- 
able sum of money, and for this he declared he would 
give no bond, nor any other security, except a note 
© of hand z the perscn to whom he appli:d, not liking 
© the terms, cĩvilly refused hun. 


© Soon after, Lillo met his nephew, Mr. Underwood, 


© with whom he had been at variance for some time. 


an 


6 THE L1FE OF GEORGE LILLO. 
. 

« He put the same question to him, desiring him to 
lend him money upon the same terme. His nephew, 
either from a $2gacious apprebension of his uncle's 
real intention, or from generocity of spirit, immedi- 
* ately offered to comply with his request. Lillo was 
« 50 well pleased with this ready compliance of Mr. 
Underwood, that he immediately declared that he 
* nephew. bore him; he was convinced that his friend - 
© he should reap the benefit such generous behaviour 
© Cezerved. In consequence of this promise, be be- 
* queathed him the bulk of his fortune. 


The same writer says, that Lillo in his person was 


kustyz but not tall, and of a pleasing aspect, though 


unhappily deprived of the sight of one eye. 


Our author died Sept. 3, 2739, in the 47th year of his 
age; and a few months after his death, Henry Fielding 
printed the following character of him in The Champion: 
He had a perfect knowledge of human nature, though 
* his contempt of all base means of application, which 
are the necessary steps to great acquaintance, restrain- 
ed bis couversation within very narrow bcunds. He 
bud the spirit of an old Roman, joined to the inno- 
© cence cf a pri. nitive Christian; he was content with 
his little state of life. in which his excellent temper 


* of mind gave him an happiness beyond the power off 
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| © riches, and it was necessary for his friends to have 


a sharp insight into his want of their services, as 
« well as goqd inclination or abilities to serve him. 
In short he was one of the best of men, and those 
© who knew him best will most regret his loss. 


Whincop (or the compiler of the list of plays affixed 
to his Scanderbeg) has indeed spoke but slightingly 
of his ger ius, on account of some little sort of rival- 
ship and pique subsisting between that gentleman and 
our author with respect to a tragedy of the latter's, 
entitled, The Christian Hero, written on the same story 
with the Scanderbeg of the former. Notwithstand- 
ing which, under the sanction not only of the success 
of his pieces, but also of the commendations bestowed 
on them by Mr. Pope, and other indisputable judges, 
I shall venture to affirm that Mr. Lillo is far from 
Standing in the lowest rank of merit (however he may 


te ranged with rexpett © to fame) among our dramatic 


writers. 


His dramatic pieces are seven in number, and their 
titles as follow : 


Sylvia; or The Country Bvrial. O. vo. 1730. 
The London Merchant; or the History of George Barn» 
well. T. $vo. 1731. 
The Christian Hero. T. 8vo. N. D. [1734] 
The Fatal Curiozi'y. T. 8vo. 1737. 
Marina, a Play, 8vo. 1738. 


* THE LIFE OF GEORGE LILLO. 
Britannia and Batavia. M. $vo. 1740. 
Elmerick ; or Justice Triumphan:. T. 8% 1740. 


Arden of Feversham. F. 12mo. 1762. Tb 
In tae proposals for publishing Lillo's works somo 2 
called, | CO ty rm | 1 

The Regulators.” T1 
COERCE it, 
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FATAL CURIOSITY. 


T n1s piece consists of but three acts. The story of 


it, however, is very simple and affecting, and is said to 
have been founded on a real fact which happened on 


the western coast of England. The circumstance, of 


on his return to visit them, for some time unknown, 
is natural and unforced, while at the ame time their 
being induced by the depth of their distress and pe- 
nury to resolve on and perpetrate his murder, for the 
take of the treasures he had shewn them he was pos- 
sessed of, is product ive of some very fine scenes of in- 
termingled horror and tenderness, whea they come to 
be informed of the dreadful deed they have committed. 


In sbort, the play is in our opinion equal, if not supe- 


rior, to any of this author's other works, and, when 
acted where it made its first appearance, met with a 


1 . 
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PROLOGUE. 


WRITTEN BY HENRY FIELDING, Es. 
SPOKEN BY MR. ROBERTS. 
Tat tragic muse has long forgot to pleare 
With Shakspecre*s nature, or with Fletcher”s cat: 
No passion mv d, thro* fue long afts hen git, 
Charm d with the ort s language, or his wit. 
Fine things are said, no matter <ubence they fall; 


To night, aur author begs your leave to 3tray. 
No fustian hero rages here to mght ; 

No armies fall to fix a tyrant's rights 
From loxwer life we draw aur scene"s digtress : 
1 not your equals move your pity les! 
Virtue distrest im humble mate rupport ; 


Tie to our scenes no royal robes belong, 
And tho” our little nage as yet be young, 
Throw both your scorn and prejudice aside, 
Let us with fa vour, not contempt be try'd; 
Thro' the first acti a hind attention lend, 
The growing scene shall force you to attend; 
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PROLOGUE. = 
Shall catch the eyes of every tender fair, 
= And make them charm their lovers with a tear. 
His tender patrion to his fair ang heart : 
The breast which oibers anguisb cannot move, 
Nate er the eat of friendship, or of love. 


HAY-MARKET. 
"ZZ 
Old Wirwor, - - - - Mr. Roberts. 
Young Witmort, - - - - - Mr. Davis. 
EusTace, - — Mr. Woburn. 


Seren, Penr n in Corrail“. 
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His strength, or splendor: evermore the same, 


FATAL CURIOSITY. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


4 Room in Wilmot's House. OL Wiluor rakes . 
Old Wilmot. 


Tre dur hs ata; the chearful run 


Pursues with vigour his repeated course ; 
No labours less ning, nor no time decaying : 


From aye to age his influence sustains 
Dependent worlds, bestows both life and motion 


on the dull mass that forms their dusky orbs, 


Chears them with heat, and gilds them with his. 
brightness. 

mn ease 

Who posts from change to change, from the first hour 

Of his frail being till his dissolution, 


To think, and to be wretched—— What is life, 


To him that's born to die! or what that wisdom 
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14 FATAL CURIOSITY. 
Mere contradiction all ! A tragick farce, — 
5 Tedious tho” short, and without art elab rate, | 


Where hast been, Randal ? 
Rand. Not out of Penryn, sir; but to the strand, 
To hear what news from Falmouth since the storm | 
O. Wilm. It was a dreadful one, 3 | 
Rand. Some found it $0. A noble ship from India 3 
A 52S Cp 2050S, | 
And there was lost. 
O0. Vin. ene f 
; Rund. Some few are sav d; but much the greater part, 
'Tis thought, are perished. | 
O. Vin. They are past the fear | 
Of future tempests, or a wreck on share; 
Those who escaped, are still expos'd to both. 
Rand. But I've heard neus, much stranger than this 
shipwreck 
Here in Cornwall. The brave Sir Walter Raleigh. | 
Being arrived at Plymouth from Guiana, 
A most unhappy voyage, has been betray'd ho 
By base Sir Lewis Stu!--ley, his own kinsman, | 
And seiz d on by an order from the court; , 
And tis reported, he must lose his bead, 3 
To satisfy the Spaniards. | 
O. Vim. Not unlikely; 
His martial genius docs not suit the time: 
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21. FATAL CURIOSITY. 15 
There's now na insolence that Spain can offer; 
But to the shame of this pacifick reign, 
| Poor England must submit to——Gallant man! 5 
|  Foxterity perhaps may do thee justice, 
| And praise thy courage, learning and integrity, 
} When thou'rt past hearing: thy successful enemies, 
Much sooner paid, have their reward in hand, 
| 2 
lia To love and practise virtue! 
— Rand. Nay ; tis cert::in, 
That virtue ne'er appears 80 like elf, 
So truly bright and great, as when opprest. 
art, | 0. Wilm. I understand no riddles..-Where's your 
mistress? 
Rand, ] cave hey prot the High-etreet twards the 
minster. : 
0. Wilm. She's gone to visit Charlot—She doth well. 
In the soft bosom of that gentle maid, 
| There dwells more goodness, than the rigid race 
„Of moral pedants, e er believ's, or taught. 
With what amazing constancy and truth, 
both she sustain the absence of our son, 
Whom more than life she loves! How abun for him, 
” Whom we shall ne'er see more, the rich and great; 
wWöbo own her charms more than supply the want 
Of shining heaps, and sigh to make ber happy. 
Since cur misfartunes, we have found no friend, 
None who regarded our diĩstress, but her 
And he, by what I have observ'« of late, 
Bj 


16 FATAL CURIOSITY. 421. 
Is tired, or exhaus:ed—curst condition l 
To live a burden to one only triend, 
And blast her youth with our contagious woe 
Who that had re:55n, soul, or sense would bear it 
A moment longer !—Then this honest wretch !— 
I must dismiss him Why should I detain 
A grateful, gen rous youth to perish with me? 
His service may procure him bread elsewhere, 
Tho' I have none to give him.—Pr'ythee, Randal! 
How lang hast thou been with me? 
Fand. Fifteen years. 
ns very hb8 when font you tack ma, 
To wait upon your son, my dear young master ! 
I -oft have wish'd, I'd gone to India with him; 
Tho' you, desponding, give him o'er for lost. 
Ola Wilmot wipes bis eyes. 
I am to blame—— This talk revives your zorrow 
For his absence. | 
O. Vim. How can that be reviv'd, 
Which never died ? 
Rand. The whole of my intent 5 
Was to confess your bounty, that supplied 
The loss of both my parents: I was long 
The obje& of yeur charitable care. | 
O. Wim. No more of that: Thou'st zerved me 
longer since 
Without reward; $0 that account is balanced, 
Or rather I'm thy debtor ——1 remember, 
When poverty began to show her face 
Witkia these walls, and all my other gervants, 


AX 
Lik 
Ret 
An 
Fo 
Be: 
Th 

( 
'in 
Tt 
| Ne 
Is 
E 
E 
Be 
T 


ay = 


9 2 2899 of 


42 1. FATAL CURIOSITY. 17 
Like pamper d vermin from a falling house, 
| Retreated with the plunder they had gain'd, 
And leſt me too indulgent and remiss 
| For ouch ungrateful wretches, to becrush'd 
Beneath the ruin they had help'd to wake, 
That you, more good than wise, refus'd to leave me. 
| Rand. Nay, I beseech you, ir 
O0. Wilm. With my distress, 
In perfect contradiction to the world, 
Thy love, respect and diligence increased; 
Now all the recompence within my power, 
Is to discharge thee, Randal, from my bard, 
Unprofitable service. 
' Rend. Heaven! forbid. 
Shall I forsak< you in your worst necessity =—— 
| Believe me, sir i my hanest soul abhors 
. The barb'rous thought. | 
0. Wim. What! canst thou feed on air? 
J have not left wherevth.go purchase food | 
For one meal more. 
Rand. Rather than leave you thus, 
Tu beg my bread, and live on others bounty 
While I serve you. 
O. Kim. Down, down wy swelling heart, 
Or burst in silence : tis tay cruel fate 
 { Invults thee by his kiadness—He is innocent 
bolt all the pain it gives thee——Go thy ways 
j 3 will as mane cagyrcee thy youthful hoes 
Of rising in the world. 
Rand. Tis true; Im young, 
1 Bij 
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18 FATAL CURIOSITY. 
And never ti ĩed ry fortune, or my genius; 
As yet unthought af, to supply your wants. 


AF I. 


O. Vin. Thou turtur st me I hate all obligations 


Which I can ner return And who art thou, 

Tuat I shou'd stoop to take em from thy hand? 

Care for thy self, but tike no thought for me; 

I will not want the trouble me no more. 
Rand. Be not otfended, sir ! and I wil! go. 

T ne*er repin'd at your commanils before ; © 

But, heaven's my witness!. I oixy you now 

n 
Farewell, my worthy master: 

00. n. Farewell sta 

As thou art yet a stranger to the world, 

Of which alas! I've had too much experience, 

I shou'd, methinks, before we part, bestow 

A little counsel on thee—Dry thy eyes 

If thou weep'st thus, I Shall proceed no fai ther. 

Dost thou aspire to greatness, or to wealth, 

Quit books and the unprofitable search 

Of wisdom there, and s:udy human kind: 

No science will avail thee without that; 

But that obtain'd, thou need st not any ether. 

This will instruct thee to conceal thy views, 

"Till thou hast gain'd thy end; which must be ever 

Thy own advantage, at that man's expence 

Who shall be weak enough to thin thee hontst. 
Rand. You mock me, surc. 
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421. FATAL CURIOSITY. 13 


O. Wilm. I never was more serious. | 
Rand. Why ghould you counsel what you scorn'd 
to practise? 
0. vin. Because that foolich scorn has been my 
ruin. 
I've been an idiot, but would have thee wiser, 
And treat mankind, as they would treat thee, Randal ; 
As they deserve, and I've been treated by em. 
Thou'st seen by me, and those who now despise me, 
How men of fortune fall, and beggars rise; 
Shua my example; treasure up my precepts ; 
The world's before thez—oe a knave, and prosper. 
What, art thou dumb? A 
Rand. Amazement tics my tongue. 
Where are your former principles ? 
O. Wilmot. No matter; 
suppose I have renounc'd em: I have passions, 
And love thee still; therefore would have thee think, 


. The world is all a scene of deep deceit, 


And he who deals with mankind on the square, 

Is his own bubble, and undoes himself. [Extt. 
Rand. Is this the man, I thought so wise and just? 

What. teach, and counsel me to be a villain! 

Sure grief bas made him frantick, or some fiend 

Assum' d his shape I schall suspect my senses. 

High-minded he was ever, and improvident; 


But pitiful and generous to a fault: 


Pleasure he loved, but honour was his idol. 
O fatal change ! Q horrid transformation ! 
59 a majeszic: temple, sunk to ruin, 


20 FATAL CURIOSITY. | An . 
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And scaly dragons hiss, and lions roar, - 

Where wisdom taught, —— defore. 


CE” 


__ SCENE 1. 


A Parlar in Charlot's Howe. Cuantor and Manta 
extey. 

Char. What terror and amazement man they fe 
Who die by ship-wreck ! 

Mar. Tis a dreadful thought! 

Char. Ay; is it not, Maria! to descend, ; 
Living and conscious, to that wat'ry tomb? . - 
Alas! had we no sorrows of our own, 

The frequent instances of others? woe, 

Must give a gen'rous mind a world of pain. 

But you forget you promised me to ting. 

Though cheerfulness and I have long been strangers, 
Harmonious sounds are still delightful to me. | 
There is in melody a secret charm ; 

That Guates, white adds to wiy aqulet, = 3 
rene nen 

But finds- its food in musick -l wouꝰ d hear 

The song compos d by that unhappy maid, 

Whose faithful lover caped a thousand perils 
From rocks and sands, and the devouring deep; 
And after all, being arrived at home, > 
Passing a narrow brook, was Crowned there, 

And perished in her sieht. 
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Mar. Ceaze, ceare, bart. casing tears ; 


| Char. What's this? -A letter superscribed to me! 

None could convey it here but you, Maria: 

Ungen'rous, cruel maid! to use me thus 

To join with flatt'ring men to break my peace, 

And peryecute me to the last retreat! 

] Mar. Why should it break your peace, to hear the 
ais 

4 „of honourable love, and know th eſſects 

Of your resistless charm? This letter is 

Char. No matter hence return it back unopen'd: 

' T have no love, no charms but for my Wilmot, 
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22 


Mar. Strange infatuation | | 
Why should you waste the flower of your days 
In ſruitless expeRtation——Wiknot's dead; 
Or living, dead to you. 

Char. I'll not despair ; 

Patience hall cherish hope, nor wrong his honour 
And will preserve my own. But to prevent 

All future, vain, officious importunity, 

Know, thou incessant foe of my repose, | 
Whether he sleeps secure from mortal cares, 

In the deep bosom of the boist'rous main, 

Or tost with tempests, still endures its rage 
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land 


Has found an end, and he now rests in peace = 
In earth's cold womb, or wanders o'er her face 
Be it my lot to waste, in pining grief, 
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J. FATAL CURIOSITY. 23 
Impatient parents, to your utter ruin 
You welt may weep to think on what you ve done. 
Char. I weepnto think that I can do no more 
For their support Mhat will become of em 
The hbary, heivless, miserable pair! 
|. 2” Then all there tears, this —-X— for. them, 
_ Char. Taught by afflictiona, I have learn'd to bear 
When luxury and ostentation s banish d, 
| The calls of nature are but few ; and those 
These hands, not us d to labour, may supply. 
But when I think on what my friends must suſſer, 
Ny spirits fail, aud I'm o'erwhelm'd with grief. 
Mar. — 
| mire, 
1 n ess er 

| — 
Merit a better fate. 

Char. So pride wouid tell me, | 
And van self-love, but I believe them not: 
And if by wanting pleasure I have gain'd 
Humility, I'm richer for my los. 

Mar. You have the heavenly art, still to improve 
Your mind by all events—But here comes one, 
r 


3 — 
Her faded dress unfachionably fine, 
As ill conceals her poverty, as that 
| * a 


*& - FATAL CURIOSITY. | AR 1. 


Though periching with want, 30 far from asking, 
She ne'er receives a favour uncompelF'd, 
And while she ruins, scorns to be obliged : 
Si wants me gone, and I abhor her sight. E. Mar 
C5:r. This rc did 
Ara. Few else would think it 20: 


Those who would once have thought themselves much | 


honour'd 
By the least favour, though twere but a look, 
I could have shewn them, now refuse to see me. 
"Tis misery enough to be reduced 
To the low level of the common herd, 
Who, born to begg ry, envy all above them; 
But tis the curse of curses, to endure 


And thus offend, and suffer in our turns: 
We must have patience. 

An. No, I scorn them yet. 
But there's no end of suff ring, who can say 
Their sorrows are compleat ? My wretched husband, 
Tired with our woes, and hopeless of relief, 
Grows sick of life. 

Char. May gracious heaven support him! 

Hen. And, urged by indignation and despair, 
Would plunge into eternity at once, 
By foul self murder: his fixed love for me, 
Whom he would fain persuade to share his fate, 
Annen. 
Alone withholds tis hand. 
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1 FATAL CURIOSITY. 25 
har. And may it ever! +» 
2 Ive known with dim the — of ib, 
5 The highest happiness, and deepest woe, 
far. With all the sharp and bitter aggravations 
Oft such a vast transition—Such a fall 
In the decline of life!—I have as quick, 
As exquisite a sense of pain as he, 
And wou'd do any thing, but die, to end it; 
But there my courage fails—Death is the worst 
That fate can bring, and cuts off ev'ry hope. 
Char. We must not chuse, but strive to bear our lot 
Without reproach, or guilt : but by one aft 
Of desperation, we may overthrow 
The merit we've been raising all our days ; 
| And lose our whole reward—And now, methinks, » 
t; { Now more than ever, we have cause to fear, | 
| And be upon our guard. The hand of heaven 
- Spreads clouds on clouds o'er our benighted heads, 
And wrapt in darkness, doubles our distress. 
1 had, the night last past, repeated twice, 
» | A trange and awful dream: 1 
I To fearful superstition, nor despise 
| The admonition of a friendly power 
> That wish'd my good. | 
Hen. I've certain plagues enough, 
Without the help of dreams, to make me wretched. 
Char. I wou'd not stake my happiness, or duty 
On their uncertain credit, nor on aught 
Zut reason, and the known decrees of heaven. 
Tet dreams have sometimes shewn events to come, 
| 7 


25 FATAL CURIOSITY, 42 I, 
And may excite to vigilance and care, 

In some iniportant hour; when all our weakness 
Shall be attacked, and all our strength be needful, 
To shun the gulph that gapes for our destruction, 
And fly from gnilt, and everlastiog ruin. 

My vision may be such, and sent to warn us, 

Naw we are tried by multiplied afflictions, 

To mark each motion of our swelling bearts, 

And not attempt to extricate ourselves, 
And seek deliverance by forbidden ways; 

But keep our hopes and innocence entire, 
Till we're digmiss'd to join the happy dead 

In that bless'd world, where transitory pain 
And frail imperfe& virtue, is rewarded As 
With endless pleasure, and consummate joy; 

Or heaven relieves us here. 

- Agn. Well, pray proceed; 
You'yerais'd my curiosity at least. 


Char, Methought, I at, in a dark winter's night, | 


On the wide summit of a barren mountain ; 

Defenceless and expos d, in that high region, 

To all the cruel rigours of the scason. 

The sharp bleak winds pierc'd through my $hiv"ring 
trame, | 


And storms of hail, and sleet, and driving rains 
Beat with impetuous fury on my head, 
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47 J. FATAL CURIOSITY. | - 
On whose calm bosom I reclin'd my head; 

And on the other, silent contemplation. 

At length, to my unclos'd and watchful eyes, 

That long had roll'd in darkness, and oft rais'd 
Their cheerless orbs towards the starless sky, 


And I beheld a man, an utter stranger, 


But of a graceful and exalted mien, 


Who press'd with eager transport to embrace me. 


AI chunn d his arms But at some words he spoke, 


Which I have now forgot, I turn'd again, 

But he was gone—And oh! transporting sight ! 

Your $on, my dearest Wilmot ! fill'd his place. 
Aon. If I regarded dreams, I should expect 


| Some fair event from yours: I have heard nothing 


| Methought we parted soon, and when I sought him, 


You and his father Yes, you both were there 


Strove to conceal him from me: I pursued 


You with my cries, and call'd on heaven and earth 
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal 


} Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot !— 


gn. Unless you mean t* affront me, spare the rest. 


- 'Tis just as likely Wilmot should return, 


As we become your foes. 
Char. Far be such rudeness 


From Charlot's thoughts : ut when 3 dew you name 


cy 
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Self murder, it reviv'd the frightful image of such a 
© dreadful scene. 


— — 
Char. Excuse me; I lave done. Being a dream. 


I thought, indeed, it cou'd not give offence. 


Agr. Not when the matter of it is offensive 
You cou'd not think so, bad you thought at all ; 
But I take nothing ill from thee Adieu; 
I've tarried longer than I first intended, 

And my poor husband mourns the while alone. 


[ Exit Agnes. 


Char. She's gone abruptly, and I fear displeas d. 
The least appearance of advice or caution, 
Sets her impatient temper in a flame. 

When grief, that well might humble, swells our pride, 
And pride increasing, aggravates our grief, 
When heaven, incens'd, proclaims unequal war 
With guilty earth, and sends its shafts from far, 
No belt descends to strike, no flame to burn 

The humble shrubs that in low valleys mourn ; 

To fan the storm, and wave in fields of fire, 

And stubborn oaks that yield not to its force, | 
Are burnt, o'erthrown, or shiver'd in its course. 


SCENE III. 
The Town and Port of Penryn. Trang WI MOT and 
EuSTACE enter, in Indian hab:ts. 


Y. rin Welcome, wy bad to Penryn: Her 
we're sate. 
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"Tis said, the world is ev'ry wise man's country; 
Yet, after having view'd its variuus nations, 


I'm weik enough still to prefer my own 
To ail I've seen beside—You smile, my friend! 


Why be it $0. Instinct preceded reason 
In the wisest of us all, and may sometimes 
Be much the better guide. But be it either; 
I must confess, that even death itself 
Appeared to me with twice its native horrors, 
Wen apprehended in a foreign land. 
Death is, no doubt, in ev'ry place the same: 
Yet obscrvation must convince us, most men, 
Who have it in their power, chuse to expire 
Where they first drew their breath. | 
Aut. Believe me, Wilmot! 
Your grave reflettions were not what I mib d at; 
] own their truth. Nee eo aan end 
Aifords me all the pleasure you can feel 
Merely on that account: yet I must think 
A warmer passion gives you all this transport. 
Tau have not wander d, anxious, and impatient, 
From clime to clime, and compass d sea and land 
To purchase wealth, only to spend your days 
In idle pomp, and luxury at home: 
I kao thee better; thou art brave and wise, 
And must have nobler aims. 
T. Vin. O Eustace! Eustace! 
Thou knowest, for Ive confest to thee, I love; 
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Thou canst not know the fierceness of my flame. 
That we have past, now mount me to the skies, 
Now hurl me down from that stupendous height, 
And drive me to the centre. Did you know 
How much depends on this important hour, 

You «ou'd not be surpriz'd to see me thus. 

The sinking fortune of our ancient house, 
Which time and various accidents had wasted, 


| CompelV'd me young to leave my native country, - 


ty weeping parents, and my lovely Charlot; 

Who ru!'d, and must for ever rule my fate. 

How I've improved, by care and honest commerce, 
My little stock, you are in part a witness, | 

Tis now seven tedious years, since I set forth; 

And as th' uncertain course of my atfairs 

Bore ine from place to place, I quickly lot 
Thie means of corresponding with my friends. | 
—01 r 
A ů — 
Distraction's in the thought Or shou d my parents, 
Grieyed for my absence and oppress d with waut, + 
Have sunk beneath their burden, and expired, 
While I too late was flying to relieve them; 

The end of all my long and weary travels, 


g The hope, that made zuccens itzelf a blewing, 


Being defeated, and for ever lost; 
What were the riches of the world to me? 


Ext. The wretch who frars all that is pozzible, 
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ust suffer more than he who feels the worst 
A man can feel, who lives exempt from fear. 
A woman may be false, and friends are mortal ; 
And yet your aged parents may be living, 

F. Vun. True, they may; 
1 doubt, but I despaic not—No, my friend! 
My hopes are strong, and lively as my fears, 
And give me such a prospect of my happiness, 
As nothing but fruition can exceed: 
They teil me, Charlot is as true as fair, 
As good as wise, as passionate as chaste; 
That she, with fierce impatience, like my own, 

Laments our long and paĩuful separation; 
| That we shall meet, never to part again; 
That I shall see my parents, kiss the tears 
From their pale hollow cheeks, cheer their sad hearts, 
And drive that gaping phantom, meagre want, 
Fur ever from their board ; crown all their days 
To come with peace, with pleasure, and abundance; 
hene theis fond embraces, and ther blexings, 
And be a blessiug to them. 

Eust. Tis our weakness 
Blind to events, we reason in the dark, 
And fondiy apprehend what none e' er found, 
Or ever shall, pleasure and pain unůix d; 
And flatter, and tor nent ourselves, by turns, 
Win wha: sul ne. er be. 

T. & u. IN go this instant 
To seek my Chrkot, and geplore my fate. 

1 
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Eust. What, in that foreign habit! 1 
T. Vin. That's a trifle, 
Not worth my thoughts. 
Eu. The hardships you've endured, 
Where one eternal sultry summer reigns, 
| Have marr'd the native hue of your complexion: 
Than a Briton. 
F. Film. Well, tis no matter, Eustace ! 
I hope my mind's not alter d for the worse; 
And for my outzde—But inform me, friend! 
When I may hope to zee you. 
| Eu. When you please: 
| You'll find me at the inn. 
T. in. When I have learnt my doom, expect me 
85 there. 
J. Tin then, farewell! 
Ent. Farewell! Success attend you Fx. Eustace. 
1 7. Vun. We flatter, and torment ourselves, by 
turns, | 
With what shall never be.“ Amazing folly! 
We stand exposed to many unavoidable 
Calamities, and therefore fondly labour 
T* increase their number, and inforce their weight, 
For one severe distress impos'd by fate, 
What numbers doth to.-menting fear create ? 
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Deceiv'd by hope, Ixion like, we prove 
Immortal joys, and seem to rival Jove ; 
The cloud dissclv'd, impatient we complain, 
And pay for fancied bhiss substantial pain. 


— — —— _ 
— 


ACT H. SCENE I. 


Charlot's Laute. CrarLoT enters, thoughtful ; and con 
after Mana from the other 5ide. 


Maria 
Mapa, a stranger in a foreign habit 
Desires to see you. 
Char. In a foreign habit—— 
Tis strange, and unexpected - But admit him. 
[Exit Maia. 
Who can this stranger be? I know no foreigner. - 


_ 


Tourg WIL ur enters. 


| [Going to embrace ber. 
Char. Your are rude, sir—Pray forbear, and let me 
know 

What bus ' ness brought you here; or leave the place. 
Y. Wilm. She knows me not, or will not seem to 
know me. [ a:4te. 

| Ferfidious maid! Am I forgot or scorn'd? 
Char. Strange questions from a man I never knew! 
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That else will burst! Canst thou inform me ought ?— 
| What dost thou know of Wilmot ? 


Y. Wim. With what aversion, and contempt she 


views me! 


My fears are true; nome ether hos her hocet : 
—She's lost—My fatal absence has undone me. 
| Ade. 
—O ! cou cou'd thy Wilmot have forgot thee, Chariot! 
Char. Ha! Wihnot! say! what do your words 
unport ? | 
O gentle stranger l ease my swelling heart 


Y. Wiim. This I know. 
When all the winds of heaven seem'd to conspite 


Against the stormy main, and dreadful peals 
Of rattling thunder deaſen d ev'ry ear, 


And drown'd the affrighten d mariners loud cries; 


While livid lightning spread its sulphurous flames 
| Through all the dark horizon, and disclos'd 


Tune raging seas incens'd to his destruction; 
When the good ship in which he was embark'd, 
Unable longer to support the tempest, 

Broke, aud o'erwhelm'd by the impetuous surge, 
Sunk to the oozy bottom of the deep, 

And left kim struggling with the warring waves; 


In that dread moment, in the jaws of death, 
| When his strength fail d, and ev'ry hope forsook him, 


And his last breath press dl t'wards his trembling lips, 


Tue neighbouring rocks, that eccho d to his moan, 


Return d no sound articulate, but Charlot. 
Char. The fatal tempest, whose description strikes 
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The bearer with astonishment, is ceased ; 
And Wilmot is at rest. The fiercer storm | 
Of welling passtons that o'erwhe!ms the soul, 

And rages worse than the mad foaming seas 

In which he perish'd, ne er shall vex him more. 


T. Vin. Thou seem'st to think he's dead; enjoy l 


that thought ; 
Persuade yourself that what you wish is true, 
And triumph in your falsehood— Ves, he's dead; 
You were hi» tate. The cruel winds and waves, 
That cast him pale and breathless on the shore, 
Spar d him for greater woes To know his Charlot, 
| Forgetting all her vows to him and heaven, 
Had cast him from her thoughts Then, then he died; 
But never must have rest. Ev'n now he wanders, 
Ad, repining, discontented ghost, 

The unsubstantial shadow of himself, 

And «talks, unseen, before thee. 

Char. Tis enough 

And art thou dead And wou'd'st thou dic, my 

Wilmot! 

For one thou thought at unjust: Thou soul of truth! 
What must be done ?—Which way hall I expres | 
| Unuvtterable woe? Or how convince | 

Thy dear departed spirit of the love, 
Tb eternal love, and never-failing faith 
O ta much injur d, lost, despairing Charlot ? 
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1. Wilm. Be still my fiutt ring heart ; ä 
soon: 

| Perhaps I dream, and this is all illusion. 

| Char. It as some teach, the mind intuitive, 

njor Of sordid earth, that circumscribe its power 

While it remaius below; roving at large, 

Can trace us to our most concral d retreat, 

Bee all we act, and read our very thoughts; 

T o thee, O Wilmot! kneeling I appeal, 

If e' er I sẽ vd in action, word, or thought 

Or ever wish to taste a joy on earth 

That center d not in thee, since last we parted, 

May we ne der meet again, but thy loud wrongs 

80 close the ear of mercy to my cries, 

That I may never see those bright abodes 

And thou inbabit'st now. wa 
T. Wilm. Assist me, Heaven , 

Preserve my reason, memory, and sense 

O moderate my fierce tumultuous joys, 

Or their excess will drive me to distraction. 

O Charlot! Charlot! lovely, virtuous maid! 

Can thy firm mind, in spite of tune and absence, 

Remain unshaken, and support its truth; 

And yet thy frailer memory retain 

No image, no idea of thy lover? 

Why dost thou gaze a0 wildly? Look on me. 

Turn thy dear eyes this way; os re me well. 

| 
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Have $corching climates, time, and this strange habit 
So chang d, and so disgnis'd thy faithful Wilmot, 
That nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 
Remains to tell my Chariot I am he ? 

[ {fer v ieuing kim ume time, abe approaches wverping 
and gives him ber hang ; and then turmug toward; 
bim, inks pon bis bocom.} 

Why dost thou weep? Why dot thou tremble thus? 
Speak thee but. half convinc'd? Whence are thy fears? 
Why art thou tent? Canst thou doubt me still? 


Char. No, Wilmot! no; Pm blind with too much 


light : 
O'ercome with wonder, and opprest with joy; 
The struggling pass ons barr'd the doers cf speech; 
But speech enlarg'd, affords me no relief. 
This vast profusion of extreme delight, 
Rising at gnce, and bursting from despair, 


| Duties the aid of wards, and mocks description: 


But for one sorrow, one sad xene of anguizh, 
That checks the sweiling torrent of wy Joys» 
I could not bear the transport. 

F. Vin. Let me know it: | 
Gi: e me my por dien of thy sorrow, Charlot ! 
Let me. partake thy grief, or bear it for thee. 


Char. Alas! wy Wilmot! ches cad tears are thine; | 


They fow for thy wisfortunes. I am pierced 


With all he agonies of strong compassion, 
| Wh all tne bitter anguish you must fee}, 
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J. Wilm. Are no more. 


Y. Wie. Perhaps 1 do. 
Perhaps you mean to say, the greedy grave 
Was $:tisfied with one, and one is left 
To blees my longing eyes— But which, my Charlot! 
A 

Cher. Nay hear nie, Wilmot! 

Y. Wilm. I yerforce niuet hear thee. 


For I might think 'till death, and not determine, 


Of two $0 dur which I could bear 16 lote. 
Char. AMi& yourzelf 00 more with groundless 
fears : 
Your parents both are living. Their distress, 
The poverty to which they are reduced, 


In spite of my weak aid, was what I mourned ; 


And that in helplets age, to them whose youth 
Was croun d with full prosperity, I fear, 
Is worse, much worte than death. 

T. Vin. My joy's compleat! 
My parents living, and possess d of thee 
From this blest hour, the happiest of wy life, 
Tl date my rest. My anxious hopes and fears 
. ———— 
For know, my soul's best treasure! I have wealth 
Enough to glut ev'n avarice itself: 
No more shall cruel want, or proud contempt, 

| Dh 
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Oppress the sink ing spirits, or insult 
The hoary heads of those who gave me being. | 
Char. Tis now, O rithes, I conceive your worth; | 
You are not base, nor can you be superfluous, | 
But when misplac'd in base and sordid hands. 
Fly, fly, my Wilmot : leave thy happy Charlot |. ( 
Thy filial piety, the sighs and tears | 
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence. 
T. im. I have a friend, the partner of my voyage, | « 
Who, in the storm last night, was shipwreck'd with me. 
Char. Shipwreck'd hst night —O you immortal ” 
| powers! f LO 
What have you ealler'® 1 How was you yewere'd ? | 
Y. Vin. Let that; and all my other. strange escapes 


And perilous adventures, be the theme 
Of many a happy winter night to come. | 


My present purpose was t intreat my angel, 
To know this friend, this other better Wilmot; 
And come with him this evening ts my father's : 
I'll send him to thee. 
Char. I consent with pleasure. 
T. Vilm. Heavens ! what a night |—How shall I bear 
my joy ! 7 
Ay parents, fours, my friends, all will be mine, 
And mine, like water, air, or the free splendid sun, 
The undivided portion of you all. 
If auch the early hopes, the vernal bloom, 
The distant prospect of my future bliss, 
Then what ruddy autumn !—What the fruit. 


The full possession of thy heavenly charms! 


S as a 


« 


Here in this land of freedom, bve Gstingmiched, 
And mark'd the willing slave of some proud subject, 


AR 1h, PaTal CULIOUTY. "Ty 
The tedious, dark, and ery winter o'er; 

The bind, that all its pinching hardobuge bare, 
With transport sees the weeks appointed bring 
The cheerful, promie'd, gay» delightful spring ; 
The painted meadows, the barmonious woods, 
The gentle Zephyrs, and unbridled floods, 
With all their charms, bis ravieb'd thoughts empley, 

But the rich harveat must complent bis joy- 


— 


4 Street in Penryn. Ranbat enters. 
Rand. Poor ! poor! and friendless! whither «hall I 
wander, 
And to what point direct my views and hopes ?— 
A menial servant !—No—What, shall I live, 


The cold remains of his superfluous board ?— 
] wou'd aspire to something more and better 


Turn thy eyes then to the prolific ocean, 


Whose spacious bosom opens to thy view: 
There deathless honour, and unenvied wealth 
Have often crowned the brave adventurer's toils. 


This is the gative, uncontested right, 


Tue fair inheritance of ev'ry Briton | 

That dares put in bis claim—My choice is made ; 

A long farewell to Cornwall, and to England ; 
D vj 
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If I return—But stay, what stranger's this, | | 
** ins mad — 


42 11. 


Young Wir or enters. 

Y. Vin. Randal !—The dear * my | 
sure lavish fortune means to give me all | 
I could desire, or ask for this bless d day, 
And leave me, nothing to expect hereafter. 

Rand. Your. pardon, sir! I know but one on earth 
Could properly salute me by the title 
F ou're pleased to give me, and I would nat think 
That you are he That Wilmot.— 

T. Wilm. Why ? 
Rand. Becaue I could not bear th dl reinen 
Should I be deceived. 

Y. Vin. I am pleased ta hear it: | 
Thy friendly fears better express thy bouche; 
Than words could do. 

Rand. O! Wilmot! Q! my master! 
Are you returned? 

T. Vim. I have not embrac'd 
My parents — I shall see you at my father's. 


Rand. No; I'm discharged from thence O sir l such 


r uin 


T. Vim. I've heard it all, and hasten to relieve em: Q 


Sure heaven hath bless d we to that very end: 
I've wealth enough; nor shalt thou want a part. 

Rand. I have a put already—I am bless d 

Ja our success, aud auare in all your joys, 


| 
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Y. Wilm. I doubt it not——But tell me, dost thou 


think, 


Ay parents, not suspefting my return, 
That I may visit them, and not be known ? 


Razd. Tis hard for me to judge. You are already 


Grown so familiar to me, that I wonder 
I knew you not at first: Yet it may be; 


For you're much alter'd, and they think you dead. 
Y. Vim. This is certain; Charlot beneld me long, 


Without rememb'ring she had ever seen me. 

My mind at ease grows wanton : I would' fain 

Refine on happiness. Why may I not 

Indulge my curiosity, and try 

If it be possible by seeing first 

My parents as a stranger, to improve 

Their pleasure by surprize? 
Rand. It may indeed 

Inhance your own, to see from what despair 


Lou r timely coming, and unhoped success 


Hare given you power to raise them. 

Y. Vim. I remember, 
E'er since we learned together, you excelled 
Ig writing fairly, and could unitate 
Whateyer hand you saw with great exactness. 
Ot this I'm not so absolute a master. 
I therefore beg you'll write, in Charlat s name 
And character, a letter to my father; 
And recommend me, as a friend of hers, 
To his acauain: ance. 


. 
Most precious with me now. For the deception, 
If doing what my Charlot will approve, 
Cause done for me and with a good intent, 
Deserves the name, I'll answer it myself. 
If this succeeds, I purpose to defer 
Discov ring who I am till Charkot comes, 
And thou, and all who love me. Ev'ry friend 
Will, by partaking, multiply my joys. - 
Rand. You grow luxurious in your mental pleasures: 
Could I deny you aught, I would not write 
This letter. To say true, I ever thought 
Your boundless curiosity a weakness. 
Y-Wilm. What canst thou blame in this ? 
Rand. Your pardon, sir! 


T only speak in general: I'm ready * 


T' obey your orders. 

F. Vin. I am much thy debtor z | 
But I shall find a time to quit thy kindnecs. 
O Randal ! but imagine to thyself 
The floods of transport, the sincere delight 
That all my friends will feel, when J disclose 
To my astonish'd parents my return; 

And then confess, that I have well contriv'd 
As pain and anguish, in a gen'rous mind, : 
While kept conceal'd, and to ourselves confin'd, 
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Want half their force; so pleasure when it flows 
In torrents round us more extatick grows. [ Exeunt. 


— _> 


SCENE II. 


4 Room in OL! Wilmot's House. Ol Wii nor ent 
| Aas. 
0. Wilm. Here, take this Seneca, this haughty 


pedant, 
| who anmeter ts man ef mandind, 

And awing power imperial, prates of—patience ; 
And praices poverty—possess'd of millions: 
The vilest copy of his hook e et purchas d, 

Will give us more relief in this distress, 

Than all his boasted precepts.Nay, no tears; 


| Keep them to move compassion when yau beg. 


Agn.: My heart may break, but never stoop to that. 
O. Vim. Nor would I live to sea it But dispatch 
[Exit Agnes. 
where must I charge this length of misery, 
That gathers force each moment as it rolls, 
And must at last o erwhelm me; but on hope, 
Vain, flattering, delusive, groundless hope; 
A senseless expectation of relief . 


* 


That has for years deceiv'd Had I thought 
[ As I do know, as wise men ever think, 
| When first this hell of poverty o'ertook me, 


| That power to die implies a right to do it. 
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And should be us'd when life becomes a pain, 
What plagues had I prevented ?---True, my wife 
Is still a slave to prejud:ce and fear 


I would not leave my better part, the dear ¶ H vcpi. 


Faithful companion of my happier days, 
To bear the weight of age and want alone. 
m—] try once more 


Acnes erters, and'after ber Young W1LuOT. 
O. Vim. Return d, my life! so soon 
Ag. The unexpected coming of this stranger 
Prevents my going yet. 
. Vun. You're, I presume, 


The gentlenian to whom this is directed - Cie 
What wild neglect, the token of despairz b. 


What indigence, what misery appears 

In each disorder'd, or disfurnish'd room 
Of this once gorgeous house? What discontent, 
: What anguish and confuzion fill the faces 

Of its dejected owners? | | 
90. Wibn. Sir, such welcome 
As this poor house affords, you may command. 
Our ever friendly neighbour—Once we hoped 
T have called fair Charlot by a dearer name 


This incoherence We had once a %. {eeps. 
Revives in us the mem ry of a loss, 


Which, cho long since, we have not learned to bear. 
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Y. Vin. The joy to see them, and the bitter pain 
It is to see them thus, touches my soul 
Wieh tenderness and grief, that will o'erflow. 
My bosom heaves and swells, as it would burst; 
My bowels move, andl my heart meſts within me. 
They know me not, and yet, I fear, I shall 
Defeat my purpose, and betray myself. [Aries 
O. Wiim. The lady calls you here her valued friend; 
Enough, though nothing more should be implied, 
To recommend you to our best esteem, 
A worthlcss acquisition —May she find 
Some means that better may express her kindness ; 
Bat she, periaps, hath purposedl to enrich 
You with herself, and end her fruitless sorrow 
For oue whom death alone can justify 
For leaving her so long. If it be so, 
May you repair his loss, and be to Charlot 
A second, happier Wilmot. Partial nature, 
Who oaly favcurs youth, as feeble age 
Were not her offspring, or below her care, 
Has seul d our doom: no second hope shall spring 
From my dead loins, and Agnes steril womb, 
To dry our tears, and dissipate despair. 
Agr. The last most abandon'd of cur kind, 
By heaven and earth neglected or despised, - 
The loathsome grave, that robb'd us of our son 
And all our joys in him, must be our refuge. 
T. Vi. Let ghosts unpardon'd, or devoted fiends, 
Fear without hope, and wail in such sad strains; 
Eat grace fend the lie ing from de, pair. 


The darkest hours precede the rizing sun; 
And mercy may appear, when least expected. 


O. Wiln. This I have heard a thousand times re- 


peated, | 

And have, bclieving, been as oft deceived. - 

T. Wim. Behold in me an instance of its truth. 
At sea twice shipwreck'd, and as oft the prey 
Of Lawless pirates; by the Arabs thrice 
Surpriz'd, and robb'd on shore; and once reduc'd 
To worse than these, the sum of all distress 
That the most wretched feel on this side hell, 
Ev'n slavery itself: yet here I stand, 
The happiest of mankind. 

O. Vin. A rate example 
Of fortune's caprice; apter to $urprizes 
Or entertain, than comfort, or instruct. 
If you would reason from events, be just, 
— — how wang pick's 3 
And draw your inf rence thence. 

Agn. Alas! who knows, : 
But we were rendered childless by some storm, 
In which you, though preserv'd, might bear a part. 

F. Wilm. How has my curiosity betray'd me 
Into superfluous pain ! I faint with fondness ; 
And shall, if I stay longer, rush upon them, 
Proclaim myself their son, kiss and embrace them 
Till their souls, transported with the excess 
Of pleasure and sur prize, quit their frail mansions, 
And leave them breathles: in my longing arms. 
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By circumstances then, and slow degrees, 


They must be let into a happiness 


Too great for them to bear at once, and jive: - 

That Charlot will perform : I necd not feign 

To ask an hour for rest. [ Atide.] Sir, I intreat 

The favour to retire where, for a while, 

I may repose myself. You will excuse 

This freedom, and the trouble that I give you: 

Tis long since I have slept, and nature calls. 

O. Vin. I pray no more: believe we're only trou- 
bled, | 

That you should think any excuse were needful. 

Y. Wilm. The weight of this is some incumbrance 

to me; 

[Takes a castet cut of his bonum, and gives it to his mother. 

And its contents of value: if you please 

To take the charge of it till I awake, 


I shall not rest the worse. If I should sleep 


Till Tm ask'd for, as perhaps I may, 
I beg that you would wake me. 

Au. Doubt it not: 
D:strafted as I am with various woes, 


Tshall remember that. "a 


Y. Wilm. Merciless grief! | 
What ravage has it made ! how has it chang'd 
Her lovely form 2nd mind! I feel her anguish, 
And dread I know not what from her despair. 
My father too O grant them patience, Heaven 
A little longer, a few short hours more, 
And all their cares, and mine, shall end for ever. 

E 
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Ho near is misery and joy ally d! 
Nor eye, nor thought can their extremes divide: 
A moment's space is long, and lightning slow 
To fate descending to reverse our woe, 
Or ant 23. eur Jaye others. 
anne, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
— aan uen—oas ena ran. 


We Se — AcxEs enters alone, with the 
Caket in ber hand. | 

M no should this stranger be? And then this cacket— 
He says it is of value, and yet trusts it, 

As if a trifle, to a stranger s hand— 

His confidence amazes me—Perhaps 

It is not what he says—T'm strongly tempted 
r 

Tocmnd md my ine i elite of tvs; 

Who have t* imploy my thoughts, so many cares 
And $orrows of my own ?—With how much ease 
The spring gives way ?—Surprizing! most prodigious! 
My eyes are dazzled, and my ravish'd heart 

Leaps at the glorious sight—How bright's the lustre, 
How immense the worth of these fair jewels ? 

Ay, such a treasure would expel for ever 

Base poverty, and all its abje& train; 

The mean devices we're reduc'd to use 

To keep out famine, and preserve our lives 
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From day to day; the cold negleR of friends 


The galling scorn, or more provoking pity 
Of an insulting world Possess d of these, 


Plenty, content, and power might take their turn, 


And loſty pride bare its aspiringg head 

—A pleasing dream! *Tis past; and now I wake 
More wretched by the happiness I ve lost. 

For sure it was a happiness to think, | 
Though but a moment, such a treasure mine. 
Nay, it was more than thought I sa and touch'd 


The bright temptation, and I see it ye. 
"Tis here—'tis mine—T have it in possession 


Aust I reign it? Must I give it back? 


Am I in love with midery and w ant 


To rob myself, and court 20 vast a los | 
——Retain it then—But how ?—— There is a way— 
Why inks my heart? Why does my blood run cold # 

Why am I thrill'd with horror Tis not choice; 


Old Wilmot enters. 
D. Nun. The mind contented, with how little pains 


| The wand'ring senses yield to soft repose, 


And die to gain new life ? He's fallen asleep 
My Agnes, of our unexpected guest? 

He scems to me a youth of great humanity : 
Just e'er be clos d his eyes, that awam in tears, 


| He wrung my hand, and prese d it to his lips; 
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And with a look, that pierc'd me to the soul, 
Begg'd me to comfort thee : and—dost thou hear me 
' What art thou gazing on?—Fie, tis not vell— 
This casket was deliver d to you closed: 
Why have you open d it? Should this be known, 
How mean must we appear? 

Agn. And who shall know it? 

O. Vun. There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity 
May de maintain d, and cherish'd to the last. 
To live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world, shews sovereign contempt, 
And noble scorn of its relentless malice. 


Agn. Shews sovereign madness, and a corn of zene. | 


Pursue no farther this detested theme : 

I will not die, I will not leave the world 

For all that you can urge, until compell C. 
O. Vun. To chace a shadow, when the setting aun 

Is darting his last rays, were just as wise, 


As your anxiety for flecting life. 


Now the last means for its support are failing : 
Were famine not as mortal as the sword, 
This warmth might be excused—But take thy choice; 
Die how you will, you shall not die alone. . 
Agn. Nor live, I hope, 

O, Wilm. There is no fear of that, 

Agn. Then, we'll live both. 

O. Wim. Strange folly | where's the means? 

Agr. The means are there; those jewel 

0. Vin. 22 — 
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Perhaps thou dost but try me; yet take heed 
There's nought 20 monstrous but the mind of man 
In some conditions may be brought t'approve z 
Theft, sacrilege, treason, and parricide, 

When flatt'ring opportunity enticed, 

And desperation drove, have been committed 


| By those who once would start to hear them named. 


Agn. And add to these detented suicide, 
Which, by a crime much lese, we may avoid. | 
0. Vin. Th' inhespitable murder of our guest |-— 
How couldst thou form a thought s very tempting, 
So advantageous, $0 secure, and easy; | 
And yet so cruel, and 80 full of horror? 

Agr. Tis less impiety, less against nature, 
To take another's life, than end our own. 

O. Vim. It ia no matter, whether this or that 
Be, in itself, the less or greater crime: 
Howe er we may deceive ourselves or others, 
We act from inclination, not by rule, 


Or none could act amis And that all err, 


——O! what is man, his excellence and strength, 
When in an hour of trial and desertion, 
Neason, his noblest power, may be suborned 
To plead the cause of vile assassmation. | 
Aer. You're tao severe: reason may justly plead 
For her own preservation. 

O. Vin. Rest contented : 
Whate'er resistance I may seem to make, 
I am betray'd within; my will's seduced, 

E ij 


And my whole coul infected. The desire 

Of life returns, and brings with it a train 

Of appetites, that rage to be supplied. 

Whoever stands to parley with temptation, 

Does it to be o'ercome. 

But the swift execution of a deed 

That is not to be thought on, or delay'd. 

We must dispatch him sleeping: he wake, 

_ "T'were madness to attempt it. 
O. Wilm. True, his strength 

Single is more, much more than ours united ; 

So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed 

Ours in duration, should he scape this snare. 

| Gen'rous, unhappy man! O! what could move thes 

To put thy life and fortune in the hands 

Of wretches mad with anguish ! 
Agn. By what means? 

By wabbing, ouffocation, or by srangling. 

We oe not 

Have pride, and poverty made thee ? 

Arn. Barbarous man! | 

Whose wazteful riots ruin'd our estate, 6 

e Farms" ee 

To ad his bread "mongst rangers, and to pe 
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The lovliest youth, in person and in mind, 
oe Re as . 
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then? | 
Thou cruel husband thou unnat ral father l. 
Thou most remorseless, most ungrateful man 
To waste my fortune, rob me of my conz + 
To drive me to dexpair, and then reproach me | 
For being what thou'st made me. E 
O. Vin. Dry thy tears: + | 
I ought not to reproach thee. I confess 
That thou hast suffer d much: 80 have we both. 
But chide no more: I'm wrought up to thy purpose. 
The poor, ill-fated, unsuspecting victim, 
Ere he recline\] him on the fatal couch, 
From which he's ne er to rise, took off the sash, 
And costly dagger that thou saw st him w r; 
And thus, unthinking, furnish'd us with arms 
Against himself. Which shall I use? | | 
Ar. The sash. 
If you make use of that, I can assist. 
O. Wilm. No; 
"Tis a dreadful office, and I'll spare 
Thy trembling hands the guilt—teal to the door, 
And bring me word; if he be still asleep. 
[Exit Agnes. 
Or Fm deceiv'd, or he pronoune d himself 
The happiest of mankind. Deluded vretch l 
Thy thoughts are perishing, thy youthful joys, 
r I 
tinguish'd, 
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Pangs of ditappointment—— Then I was wrong 
In counting him a wretch : To die well pleas d, 
Is all the bappiest of mankind can hope for. 

To be a wretch, is to survive the loss 

Of every joy, and even hope itself, 

As I have done——Why do I mourn him then ? 
For, by the anguish of my tortur d soul, 

He's to be envy'd, if compar d with me. 


AGnEs enters, 29 


Hen. The stranger 
Sleeps at present; but 20 restless 
His slumbers seem, they can't continue long. 


| Come, come, dispatch—Here I've zecur'd his dagger. 


O. Nn. O Agnes! Agnes! if there be a hell, tis | 


just 
We zhould expeRt it. 
[Goes to take the dagger, but lets it fall. 
Agn. Nay, for shame, sbake off this panick, and be 
more yourself. 


O. Nun. What's to be done ? On what had we de- 


termin'd ? 
Agn. You're quite dismay d. TI do 


The deed myself. [Tates up the dagger. 
O. Vin. Give me the fatal atecl. 
"Tis but a single murther, 


Necessity, impatience and despair, | 
The three wide mouths, of that true Cerberus, 
Grim poverty, demands—They thall be stopp d. 
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Ambition, persecution, and revenge 

— — and shall — 

But follow me, and see how little cause 

You had to think there was- the least remains 


Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remorse, 
Leſt in this savage breast. [Gig the yung way; 


Agn. Where do you go? 
The street is that way. 
O. Vun. True I had forgot. 
Agn. Quite, quite confounded. 
2 Well, I recover. 


I thall find the way. _ 


Aer. O xoftly! zoftly! 
The least noise undoes us. 
Still I fear him: 
o now be seems determined 0 an 
That cowardly pause His resolution fails 
"Tis wisely done to lift your eyes to heaven; 
When did you pray before? I have no patience—— 
How he surveys him? What a look was there 
How full of anguish, pity and remorse 
Hell never do it——Strike, or give it 0'er—— 
No, he recovers ——But that trembling arm 
May miss its aum ;-and if he fails, we're lost 
"Tis done 01 no; he lives, he struggles yet. 
T. Vun. Ol father! father [ br-another room, 
Agn..Quick, repeat the blow. | 
What pow'r shall I invoke to aid thee, Wilmot ! 
— wa 
womant ... 
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CHARLOT, Manta, EusTacr, Rs — | 


enter. 


Char. What otrange negleft! The doors ar ll ws 


— 


| barr'd, 
And not a living creature to be seen. 


o W1LMOT and AGNES enter. 

Cher. Sir, we are come to give and to receive 
A thousand greetings Ha l what can this mean? 
Why do you look with such amazement on us 
Are these your transports for your sons return 
Where is my Wilmot ? Has he not been here? 
Would he defer your happiness 30 long; 
Or could a habit t disguice your tom, 
That you refus'd to own him? 

Aga. Heard you that? 
What prodigy of horror is dizcloung, 
To render murther venial. 
0. Wilm. Pr'ythee, peace: 
The miscrable damn d wepend their Rowling, 
And the swift orbs are fix'd in deep attention. 

Y. Nun. [Groans] Oh ! ob! oh! 


Raxd. It did; and seem d the voice df one expiring 
Merciſul heaven ! where will these terrors end 


a. es 
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That is the dagger my young master wore z 


And see, his father's hands are stain'd with blood. f 
[ Toung Wilmot groans again. 
Euzt. Another groan! Why do we stand to gaze 


| on these dumb phantoms of despair and horror 


Let us search farther + Randal, shew the way. 
Have fore d themselves upon my mental eyes, 


| © you eternal pow'rs l if all your mercy 


To wretched mortals be not quite extinguish d. 


And terrors only guard your awful thrones, 


. 


Or vleep the sleep of death. 


{Exeunt Charlot, Maria, Eyatace, Randal, &c. 
O. Vin. Keep those who may; 
I know my lot is endless perturbation. 
Agn. Let life forsake the earth, and light the sun, 
And death and darkness bury in oblivion 
Mankind and all their deeds, that no pouterity 
May ever rise to hear our horrid tale, 


Or view the grave of uch detested parricides. 


0. Vin. Curses and deprecations are in vain: 
The sun will shine, and all things have their course. 
When we, the curse and burthen of the earth, 

Shall be absorb'd, and mingled with its dust. 
Our guilt and desolation must be told, 
From age to age, to teach desponding mortals, 


How far beyond the reach of human thought 
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I dare not trust thy weakness. 

Agn. Ever kind, 

But most in this. 

O. Vim. I will not long survive thee. 

Agn. Do not accuse thy erring mother, Wilmot! 
With too much rigour when we meet above. 
Rivers of tears, and ages spent in howling 
Could ne er express the anguish of my heart. 

To give thee lite for life, and blood for blood, 
Is not enough. Had I ten thousand lives, 
Td give them all to speak my penitence 


Deep, and dincere, and equal to my crime. Di. 


Cuantor led by Mania and Ranval ; * 

2a the-rest, enter. a 
Char. Welcome, despair ! — — 

Why have you forc'd m2 from Wilmot's side? 

Patience, that, till this moment, ne'er forsook me, 

Has took her flight; and my abandon'd mind, 

Rebellious to a lot so void of mercy 

And so unexpected, rages to madness. 

—— © N 5 
these woes 

Are more than human fortitude can bear, 

O!]! take me, take me hence, e're I relapse; 

And in distraction, with unhallow 4 tongue, 
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strength _ 
Can $carce support; no wonder thine should fail. 


Hos hall I vent my grief? O Wilmot! Wilmot! 


Thou truest lover, and thou best of friends, 
Are these the fruits of all thy anxious cares 
For thy ungrateful parents? Cruel fiends ! 
To use thee thus To recompense with death 
Thy most unequall d duty and affeftion ! RE 
O. Wim. What whining fool art thou, who would'st 
-uxurp 
My sovereign right of grief Was he thy son? 
That flow'd, thro” purer channels, from thy loins ? 
Eust. Forbid it, Heaven! Gut I out know cuch 
guilt: | 
Yet his sad fate demands commiseration. 
0. Vun. Compute the sands that bound the spa- 
cĩous ocean, 


And swell their number with a single grain; 


Or when the raging wind lays nature waste, 
Assist the tempest with thy feeble breath; 
Add water to the sea, and fire to tna; 
But name not thy faint sorrow with the anguish 
2 | 
[Stabbing himself, 
To change the ene, but net relieve his pain. | 
Rand. — of the let remorte | 


2 
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O. Nin. o would they end 
A thouzand ages hence, I then should suffer 
Much less than I deserve. Let let me say, | 
'Yow'll do but justice, to inform the world. 
This horrid deed, that punishes itself. 
Was not intended as he was qur son; 
For that we knew not, till it was too late. 
Proud and impatient under our affliftions, 
Wuile heaven was labouring to make us happy, 
We brought this dreadful ruin on ourselves. 
Mankind may learn but oh. [ Dies. 
Rand. The most will not: 


Let us at least be wiser, nor complain 


Of heaven's mysterious ways, and awful reign : 


* 


Who made mankind, and governs but his om: 
Tho' youthful Wilmot's sun be set ere noon, - 
The ripe in virtue never die too soon. 2 


